THE PHOENIX - TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (POETRY)




Education has always been a destination;
One on the other side of ignorance;
From generation to generation;
Bridges have been erected to enhance smooth transition;
From Ignorance to Education.

For a very long time,
We manned the building of our own Bridges.
Constructed with bamboo sticks of stories told as the moon shines;
Ropes of Memorization and rote learning, twines in Repetition;
Entrenching rudiments of culture, traditions, morals and religion upon its travelers.

Gradually,
The bamboo stick lost it's sturdiness;
It's ability to hold the waist of weight ;
It seems like many were drowning in the pools of “I don’t know”;
The foundation of the pillars were all out to be swept under our very nose

As we struggle to hold in twines,
We saw the white robe;
 Who offered to help us reach our destination.
We marveled at the magic she conducted not minding 
If there are exceptions.

Without an iota of brain gathering;
We let her ; let her into our court for re-erection;
With the foundation of chalk and talk, 
Long spikes wiping our black back.
Who will save us?

Sftttt
Like the hiss of gas,
The dark mind had escaped into the reality;
She raises her children secretly in the hands of struggle;
Her children having trained under the reality came to set their mothers free.

The wards send a viral message like Nehemiah;
The bamboo would be removed to be replaced with poles;
We will no longer use long spikes but we would rub each other's backs with olive oil.

As they toil daily, 
Invaders came like cancer;
Eating deep into these poles;
A bullet of lack hits the pole,
The abandoned children run away to chase the shadow.

The wards divided themselves, to work and to fight;
They continued day and night;
Yet, the cancer keeps spreading. 
Hundreds of invaders ganged up against the progress of the bridge;
But, they held on to their words to build it to standard.


A Tsunami arose from the west and shook the bridge to its foundations.
We are left with nothing but our tent.

And now, a new bridge is being constructed.
Dedicated, Revolutionary educators;
Game changers and change makers being her builders;
Advocating the introduction of technology into Education;
To reform, rebirth and make the process easier and more beautiful.

Most Importantly, they opine that;
School is one of the pathways to reach Education;
Bridges are practices, experiences, interactions and systems;
Geared at fully equipping and making one whole;
Academically, socially, digitally, financially and emotionally.

Education, in Nigeria and in the World;
Has existed for centuries and is still existing;
Many a time, it has walked in the shadows of it’s own death;
But each time it rises from it's ashes;
Better, stronger and more beautiful.

Cheers to many more years of Celebrating this PHOENIX.
Which will surely never die but be reinvented and rebirth.
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